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LILLIAN  FREIMAN 

AN  ESTIMATE 

By 

RABBI  OSCAR  Z.  FASMAN 


The  weary  soldiers  were  returning 
from  their  errand  of  mercy.  At  the  cai! 
of  their  leader  Abraham,  they  had  gone 
forth  to  rescue  an  innocent  man  from 
the  hands  of  vandal  chieftains,  and  they 
had  been  successful,  but  they  were 
hungry  and  thirsty  after  the  ordeal.  At 
this  point  the  Torah  tells  us: 

“And  Melchizedek,  king  of  Salem, 
brought  forth  bread  and  wine;  and  he 
was  a priest  of  the  God  most  high.” 

An  alert  rabbi  wondered  why  the  logical 
sequence  of  xhe  phrases  had  ueen  dis- 
regarded, and  why  the  Bible  does  not 
State  that  Melchizedek,  king  of  Salem, 
pi  lest  of  the  God  most  high,  orought  forth 
oread  and  w.ne  : He  concluded  mat  ime 
corah  here  runts  at  a nio=t  important 
religious  lesson;  namely,  that  only  he 
who  feeds  the  hungry  and  cares  for  the 
weary,  omy  he  wno  nas  Diou^nc  xonh 
aid  for  the  deserving  soldier  to  cheer 
aim  in  his  brave  work,  becomes  a priest 
of  the  God  most  high. 

Do  I need  to  dwell  upon  the  parallel  ? 

The  unique  honours  which  Mrs.  A.  J. 
Freiman  attained  resulted  from  her 
un.quc  services  in  society,  and  these  in 
turn  resulted  from  her  unique  personal- 
ity. Heine  wrote  that  when  God  created 
Judah  Halevi,  his  soul  was  so  beautiful 
that  He,  Almighty  Himself,  was  prompt- 
ed to  bestow  upon  it  a divine  kiss  before 
sending  it  into  the  world.  How  can  we 
believe  otherwise  but  that  when  the  soul 
of  Lillian  Freiman  was  sent  into  our 
world  it  bore  upon  it  the  kiss  of  divinity? 
In  her  was  the  perfect  combination  of 
heavenly  goodness  joined  with  the  intel- 
1 gence  to  direct  it  into  lifegiving  chan- 
nels, and  the  energy  to  translate  it  into 
illustrious  deeds. 

Lillian  Freiman  loved  all  people,  re- 
gardless of  their  race  or  creed;  because 
she  loved  them,  she  invariably  found  an 
avenue  on  which  she  could  hasten  to 
their  assistance.  Hers  was  the  genius 
to  discover  the  most  efficient  way  in 


which  to  aid  the  greatest  number  in  the 
widest  areas  of  thoughtfulness.  So 
smoothly  did  her  mental  powers  collabo- 
rate with  her  emotional  instincts,  that 
as  swiftly  as  the  latter  detected  a worthy 
cause — aye,  and  what  worthy  cause  ever 
evaded  her  detection!  — the  former 
evolved  a plan  to  carry  it  through;  even, 
let  us  reverently  remember,  when  she 
was  suffering  from  the  ravages  of  a 
torturing  illness.  Those  about  her  were 
constantly  amazed  at  the  breadth  of  her 
vision,  for  on  the  one  hand  it  was  vastly 
inclusive  in  scope,  and  on  the  other  it 
made  provision  for  all  the  details.  In  this 
respect  her  public  career  was  like  her 
private  practice,  for  she  drew  out  of  the 
individual  who  came  near  her  the  best 
that  was  in  him,  while  never  overlooking 
the  little  social  graces  that  made  the 
meeting  for  him  unforgettably  pleasant. 
The  most  humble  person,  as  the  most 
highly  placed,  had  this  same  experience, 
for,  like  the  sun’s  rays,  her  goodness 
knew  no  distinction  between  rich  and 
poor,  great  and  small. 


The  functioning  of  such  a character  in 
the  life  of  society  created  an  astonishing- 
phenomenon.  It  is  one  thing  to  get  people 
to  support  a movement  or  a certain 
philanthropy;  it  is  quite  another  to  be- 
get in  them  so  wholehearted  an  en- 
thusiasm that  they  not  only  will  not 
grumble  afterward,  but  on  the  contrary 
will  consider  every  sacrifice  of  time  and 
money  as  a sweet  adventure  blessed  by 
an  angel.  It  is  one  thing  to  get  somebody 
to  work  for  a cause  you  sponsor;  it  is 
quite  another  to  fire  him  with  the  ardor 
of  your  idea  so  passionately  that  any 
task  you  assign  him,  no  matter  how  dif- 
ficult and  exacting,  is  performed  with  a 
song  and  a smile.  Two  qualities  in 
Lillian  Freiman  account  for  this  miracu- 
lous gift  she  had:  first,  a sincerity  of 
purpose  that  tugged  at  one’s  heart- 
strings; and  secondly,  a profundity  of 
coifcideration  for  the  next  person  that 
removed  any  possibility  of  irritation. 

There  was,  moreover,  in  Lillian 
Freiman  a positive  and  definite  self  that 

(Continued  on  page  4) 


mf  IT  llll  l IT TIfflHI  Uhl  I II  lllllil  IIIHIIII  IIIIBHI  Will  ■—  III  Will  ill 


1885 

5645 


1940 

5701 


Page  2 


OTTAWA  JEWISH  BULLETIN  November  13,  1940 


Slip  ffltfama 

Inmalj  lull  rt  in 

Published  monthly  by 
The  Ottawa  Jewish  Community  Council 
Oscar  Z.  Fasman,  Rabbi 


A.  J.  Freiman. 

C.  Caplan  

Thomas  Sachs 


President 

Vice-president 

Vice-president 


E.  Weiner  Treasurer 

B.  Pearl  Hon.  Secretary 

L.  Harry  Goldman  General  Secretary 


MOW  THAT  SHE  IS  GONE— 

Lillian  Freiman  is  gone 

How  difficult  to  say  that ! How  even  more  difficult 
to  realize  it ! 


Wherever  one  turns  in  Ottawa,  he  notices  her 
j absence.  Whatever  trouble  comes  upon  him,  he  in- 
| stinctively  starts  to  go  to  see  her,  and  then  stops  sud- 
denly. He  must  seek  a new  friend,  but  alas!  there  is 

I none  like  her. 

An  organization  has  an  idea;  she  would  have 
shown  how  to  make  it  succeed.  Who  now? 

j‘But  we  cannot  raise  $10,000,  Mrs.  Freiman,  on 
| Yom  Kippur.”  “Oh  yes,  boys,  you  can;  you  will.”  It 
was  the  voice  of  a dying  woman.  It  was  the  voice  of 
I prophecy.  We  did.  . . . 

Among  the  legacies  she  leaves  is  the  challenge  to 

I carry  high  the  torch  she  kindled  and  held  aloft.  We 
know  the  ideals  that  permeated  her  activities  and  the 
causes  that  were  dear  unto  her.  We  know  what  she 
expected  of  her  fellow  workers  and  what  of  those  who 
have  money  to  give.  We  know  how  dignified  was  her 
approach  to  Judaism  and  how  intense  was  her  love  for 
Jews.  We  know  how  sympathetic  was  her  attitude  to- 
ward other  creeds  and  races,  and  how  vigorous  her 
battles  for  the  preservation  of  human  rights.  We  know 
what  spiritual  royalty  she  wove  into  the  fabric  of 

I citizenship,  and  what  golden  threads  she  spun  for  the 
cloth  of  humanitarian  achievement. 

Shall  we  be  like  the  incorrigible  schoolboy  who 
refuses  to  practice  the  lesson  he  is  taught?  Shall  we 
break  faith  with  a memory  that  is  meritoriously 
sacred?  Or  shall  we  continue  to  produce  good  grapes 
| in  the  vinevard  she  planted,  to  add  illustrious  chapters 
| to  the  heroic  volume  of  her  authorship  ? 

Throughout  Canada  Jews  feel  the  soul-stirring 
i exhilaration  her  personality  brought  into  their  midst, 
j and  in  distant  Eretz  Yisroel  sturdy  pioneers  recaii 


gratefully  the  opportunities  she  helped  to  create  for 
them;  still  we  in  Ottawa,  who  acknowledge  that  the 
air  we  breathe  and  the  ground  we  tread  upon  were 
hallowed  by  her  presence  among  us,  are  summoned 
before  all  others  to  the  sky-worshiping  pinnacles  where 
she  was  wont  to  spread  her  tents  of  divine  adoration 
and  social  usefulness. 

We  ask  not  for  a repetition  of  the  miraculous;  we 
await  not  that  one  of  us  shall  rise  up  and  robe  himself 
in  the  mantle  that  has  fallen  from  her.  Collectively, 
however,  we  can  hope  in  some  measure  to  keep  building 
the  House  of  Israel  and  the  temple  of  humanity.  By 
learning  to  stand,  to  struggle  and  to  toil  together  we 
can  progress  toward  a better  world.  And  shameful  will 
be  our  condition  should  we  allow  her  passing  to  open 
the  gates  of  chaos  and  friction  in  our  communal  en- 
deavor. The  sole  monument  that  we  can  properly  de- 
dicate to  her  is  the  harmony  of  a well-ordered  and 
socially  alert  Kehillah,  without  which  our  words  of 
praise  are  vanishing  hypocrisy;  with  which,  they  are 
sterling  coinage. 

She  was  scrupulously  careful  about  unity  in  our 
Jewish  life,  and  who  can  deny  that  many  a storm  died 
a-brewing  when  she  laid  her  hand  upon  the  warring 
elements?  People  smothered  personal  animosities  that 
would  have  been  ugly  in  her  sight,  and  sublimated  the 
turbulent  forces  of  anger  into  healthier  channels  of  co- 
operative undertakings.  The  movement  stood  above  its 
movers,  the  thought  above  its  thinkers;  and  she  who 
had  mastered  the  superb  and  invaluable  art  of  avoid- 
ing petty  quarrels  instructed  others  to  cast  them  aside, 
that  the  cause  be  spared  the  wound. 

Now  that  she  is  gone,  let  us  pledge  ourselves  to  the 
propagation  of  her  truths.  They  have  passed  the 
rigorous  pragmatic  test,  in  that  they  have  been  proved 
sound,  stimulating  and  productive.  Not  only  must  her 
organizations  remain  our  organizations,  her  goals  our 
goals,  and  her  campaigns  our  campaigns ; but  her 
methods  must  remain  our  methods,  her  strategy  our 
strategy,  and  her  communal  spirit  our  communal  spirit. 
How  many  unfinished  tasks  she  leaves  behind  her  in 
War  Services,  relief,  charity  and  Zionism!  How  more 
than  ever  do  these  require  the  allegiance  of  every  in- 
dividual bound  into  the  allegiance  of  the  group!  How 
much,  indeed,  do  our  various  leaders,  who  do  not  pre- 
tend to  have  nearly  as  much  magnetism,  need  our 
willingness  to  heed  their  call ! 


Now  that  she  is  gone,  let  us  feel  that  she  is  yet 
with  us.  Let  us  act  in  the  conviction  that  her  soul  dwells 
in  our  counsel  chambers  and  sanctifies  our  worthy  ef- 
forts. Let  us  earn  her  tender  smile  from  above  the 
clouds,  and  the  soft-spoken,  sweet  words : 

“You  can;  you  will.” 
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The  Life  of  Lillian  Freiman 

In  the  tiny  Canadian  village  of 
Mattawa,  on  June  G,  1885,  a daughter 
was  born  to  the  patriarchal  Jew,  Moses 
Bdsky,  and  his  pious  wife.  The  little 
girl,  namied  Lillian,  soon  went  with  her 
family  to  become  the  first  Jewish  settlers 
of  Ottawa.  Reared  in  a home  where 
generosity  knew  no  bounds,  she  began 
in  her  earliest  years  to  perform  count- 
less deeds  of  goodness,  while  her  youth- 
ful energies  supplemented  the  pioneer 
work  of  her  father  in  laying  the  found- 
ations for  a wholesome,  dignified  Jewish 
community. 

A blessed  decision  in  Heaven  decreed 
that  this  gifted  personality  should  be 
united  in  holy  wedlock  to  a most  re- 
markable man  and  the  welfare  of  two  ge- 
nerations was  brilliantly  assured  when 
Archibald  J.  Freiman  took  Lillian  Bilsky 
for  a wife  on  August  18,  1903.  Perhaps 
only  once  in  a century  does  history  wit- 
ness such  a rare  couple,  where  tremend- 
ous and  indefatiguable  powers  to  orga- 
H nize  draw  their  motivation  from  infinite 
goodness,  reliable  common  sense  and 
unswerving  devotion  to  a native  tradi- 
tion. 

Lillian  Freiman  quickly  became  one  of 
the  outstanding  figures  in  world  Jewry, 
for  she  brought  Canadian  Hadassah  into 
being  and  guided  its  development  into 
an  amazingly  vital  unit  of  the  Zionist 
movement,  far  beyond  the  importance 
that  might  have  been  expected  of  the 
numerically  small  Jewish  settlement  in 
this  Dominion.  In  the  Girls’  Agricultural 
School  of  Nahalal,  one  of  the  proudest 
institutions  in  modern  Palestine,  the 
Lillian  Freiman  Annex  stands  as  a token 
of  the  esteem  in  which  she  was  held  by 
the  Hadassah  women  of  Canada.  To  the 
day  of  her  death  she  was  not  only 
Dominion  president  in  name,  but  con- 
trolled and  inspired,  from  her  sick  bed 
in  the  latter  years,  all  national  activities. 

In  1920  Lillian  Freiman  organized  the 
Canadian  War  Orphans’  Committee  and 
went  to  Europe  personally  to  bring  here 
120  orphans  for  whom  she  had  found 
suitable  homes.  To  the  grateful  children 
she  remained  “Mother”  ever  after. 

With  a sympathetic  understanding  for 
the  plight  of  the  disabled  and  unfortun- 
ate veterans,  Lillian  Freiman  would  not 
permit  her  fellow  citizens  to  forget  the 
heroism  of  those  who  had  fought  in  be- 
half of  their  country.  Through  the 
“Poppy  Day”  campaign  that  she  magni- 
ficently directed  from  its  very  inception; 
through  giving  her  home  as  a re  reational 
center  for  former  soldiers;  through  her 
tireless  aid  for  the  Soldiers’  Shelter;  and 
through  unknown  numbers  of  individual 
acts  of  kindness,  she  became  endeared 
forever  to  the  men  who  returned  from 


the  battlefields  of  Europe.  In  his  funeral 
oration,  Rabbi  Bender  could  quote  fit- 
tingly from  a letter  the  veterans  address- 
ed to  her:  “We  can  think  of  no  soldier 
you." 

Lillian  Freiman  also  found  time,  while 
thus  busily  occupied  and  while  rearing 
her  family  with  typical  Jewish  self- 
sacrifice,  to  be  active  in  the  following 
charitable  causes:  Red  Cross,  Periey 
Home  for  Incurables,  Big  Sister  Associa- 
tion, Give  a Man  a Job  campaign, 
Women’s  Emergency  Civic  Committee, 
Grace  Hospital  and  'Salvation  Army, 
Canadian  National  Institute  for  the 
Blind,  Hebrew  Benevolent  Society, 
Ottawa  Community  Chests,  Home  Train- 
ing Center  for  Girls,  Ottawa  Day 
Nursery,  Lady  Tweedsmuir’s  Fund  for 
Sailors  and  Miners.  In  each  instance 
participation  was  not  only  in  the  nature 
of  contributions,  but  in  the  form  of 
leadership  and  counsel.  Three  days  be- 
fore she  breathed  her  last,  she  was  re- 
presented by  her  daughter,  Mrs.  B.  M. 
Alexandor,  at  a meeting  summoned  by 
Her  Royal  Highness  the  Pr.ncess  Alice 
in  Government  House,  where  the  out- 
standing women  of  the  Dominion  dis- 
cussed plans  for  the  co-ordination  of  the 
War  Services  effort  among  the  women’s 
societies  of  Canada. 

The  Ottawa  Citizen  wrote:  “Crowning 
her  career  of  unselfish  devotion  to  phil- 
anthropic endeavor  and  charitable  effort 
in  the  interests  of  the  needy  and  the  un- 
fortunate, Mrs.  Freiman  was  honored  by 
His  Majesty  the  King  on  January  i, 
19u4,  when  the  honor  of  a civil  officer 
of  the  Order  of  the  British  Empire  was 
conferred  upon  her.  . . ” 

Significantly,  the  great  heart  of 
Lillian  Freiman  was  stilled  on  the  an- 
niversary of  the  Balfour  Declaration, 
November  2. 

A brief  life,  but  how  glorious! 


TALMUD  TORAH  DINNER 

The  Twentieth  Anniversary  Banquet 
of  the  Talmud  Torah,  which  was  post- 
poned because  of  the  death  of  Mrs. 
Freiman,  will  be  held  in  the  Talmud 
Torah  Hall,  Sunday,  November  24th,  at 
6.30  p.m.  An  elaborate  program  appro- 
priate to  the  importance  of  the  occasion 
has  been  arranged. 


CONG.  BNAI  JACOB 

The  Cong.  Bnai  Jacob,  James  Street, 
will  witness  one  of  the  loveliest  wed- 
dings in  its  history  on  Sunday,  November 
17,  when  the  daughter  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Ben  Gubler  will  be  married  to  Mr. 
Abraham  M.  Sardin  of  Jersey  City.  Fol- 
lowing the  Chupah,  a dinner  will  be 
served  in  the  vestry  rooms  of  the  Syna- 
gogue for  the  invited  guests. 


Simplicity  Marks  Last  Rites 
for  Mrs.  A.  J Freiman 
O.B.E. 

On  the  first  day  of  Hesvan,  5701,  a 
Sabbath  day,  Mrs.  A.  J.  Freiman,  O.B.E. , 
the  beloved  “queen  of  Canadian  Jewry”, 
was  called  to  her  eternal  rest.  As  thou- 
sands all  over  the  world  mourned,  the 
Ottawa  Jewish  Community  conducted  the 
simple,  highly  impressive  services  that 
marked  the  last  solemn  rites  for  its  most 


distinguished  daughter. 

Following  a brief  service  for  the 
family  held  in  the  home,  the  bier  was 
taken  to  the  Cong.  Adath  Jeshurun 
King  Edward  Avenue,  where  great  and 
small  paid  reverent  tribute  while  Rabbi 
Oscar  Z.  Fasman  and  Rev.  J.  Rabin 
read  the  memorial  services,  and  Rabbi 
Charles  Bender  of  Montreal  delivered 
an  eloquent  eulogy.  Hundreds  then  walk- 
ed silently  in  the  long  cortege  that  form- 
ed behind  the  hearse,  while  thousands  of 
men,  women  and  children — Jews  and 
Christians  alike — stood  on  each  side  witli 
bowed  heads  and  tear-filled  eyes. 

Interment  took  place  in  the  Adath 
Jeshurun  Cemetry  on  Metcalfe  Road, 
where  the  only  son,  Lawrence,  recited 
the  Kaddish. 


Ottawa  Jewry  Pays 
Tribute 

At  a special  meeting  of  the  Executive 
Committee  of  the  Vaad  Ha’Ir,  called  by 
Vice-President  Thom.  Sachs  for  Sunday 
night,  November  3rd,  the  grief  of 
Ottawa  Jewry  over  the  death  of  Mrs. 
A.  J.  Fx-eiman,  O.B.E.,  was  given  three- 
fold expression.  It  was  unanimously 
passed  to  send  a message  of  condolence 
to  the  family,  to  call  upon  all  Jewish 
places  of  business  to  keep  closed  on 
the  day  of  the  funeral  between  one  and 
three  o’clock,  and  to  cancel  all  meetings 
for  the  week  of  Shiva  and  all  communal 
festive  occasions  for  the  period  of 
Sheloshim.  A committee  of  ushers  was 
chosen  from  the  principal  Jewish  groups 
of  the  city  to  be  in  charge  of  the  seating 
an-angements  at  the  Cong.  Adath  Je- 
shurun during  the  funeral  services.  In 
fulfilment  of  what  evei'ybody  pi-esent 
knew  would  have  been  the  wish  of  Mrs. 
Freiman,  the  schedule  of  charitable 
campaigns  was  arranged  so  that  no 
cause  would  be  the  loser  this  year  on 
account  of  postponed  drives.  With  heavy 
hearts  the  members  left,  canying  each 
his  sorrow'  with  him. 
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LILLIAN  FREIMAN 

(Continued  from  page  1) 
was  proudly  identified  with  the  most 
g’lorious  traditions  of  the  Jewish  people 
and  the  Jewish  religion.  Even  as  a ma- 
jestic tree  spreads  its  branches  far  be- 
yond the  body  of  its  trunk,  so  did  her 
Jewishness  reach  out  unto  all  men;  yet 
never  was  she  guilty  of  the  blunder  that 
defines  tolerance  as  the  abandonment  of 
one’s  own  persuasion,  nor  of  the  coward- 
ly crime  that  conceals  identity  in  order 
to  curry  the  favour  of  the  bigoted.  She 
knew  well  that  the  friends  one  buys  by 
betraying  his  own  blood  are  not  worth 
buying;  and  thousands  of  Christians 
loved  her  the  more  because  she  would 
not  stoop  to  pretense. 

From  this  honourable  philosophy 
flowed  the  Zionism  that  was  so  much  of 
her  life.  How  insipid  and  miserable  ap- 
pear beside  her  the  shrivelled  minds  that 
feared  Zionism  would  reflect  against  the 
Jew  as  a citizen!  Who  would  not  be  proud 
of  her  record  as  a daughter  of  Canada, 
as  a subject  of  the  British  Empire? 
Who  would  dare  to  question  the  splendid 
loyalty  she  showed  all  the  days  of  her 
life  to  her  King  and  her  country?  Oh, 
how  England  could  use  in  this  hour  the 
tireless,  unselfish  abilities  of  the  Lillian 
Freiman  who  did  so  much  for  her  country 
that  the  Sovereign  saw  fit  to  bestow 
upon  her  the  coveted  Order  of  the 
British  Empire!  Yes,  Lillian  Freiman 
was  a magnificent  Canadian.  Precisely 
because  she  was,  she  felt  the  justice 
of  labouring  in  behalf  of  a restored  Jew- 
ish Homeland,  where  democracy  would 
flourish  and  a wronged  people  would 
have  its  chance  again.  The  issues  of  this 
cruel  war  prove  how  correctly  she 
weighed  the  course  of  human  destiny, 
for  now  the  evidence  is  irresistible  that 
Zionism  and  British  democracy  fight  on 
a common  frontier  and  for  the  sake  of 
common  ideals. 

Emerson  once  stated  that  every  in- 
stitution is  the  lengthening  shadow  of 
a single  man.  Canadian  Hadassah  is 
the  immortal  image  of  Lillian  Freiman. 

In  this  diamond-like  biography,  whose 
facets  cannot  be  counted,  I make  bold  to 
reach  to  the  very  center  of  the  precious 
stone — genuine  faith.  All  that  Lillian 
Freiman  became  she  owed  to  her  trust 
in  God.  For  her  religion  was  not  merely 
external,  not  merely  the  observance  of 
Shabbos  and  Kashruth  and  Yom-tov; 
her  religion  was  of  the  heart.  To  it  she 
retired  for  conviction,  and  when  she 
brought  before  that  tribunal  a project 
or  a program  that  her  Maker  declared 
to  be  good,  she  immediately  and  gladly, 
without  any  further  trepidation,  hurled 
herself,  body  and  soul,  into  the  God-ap- 
proved scheme.  In  short,  she  was  of 
heroic  clay,  because  of  unwavering  piety. 
And  indeed,  I know  of  no  other  way  in 


which  to  explain  her  courage  to  smile 
through  her  physical  pains  of  the  last 
tragic  months. 

We  can  each  recall  the  specific  inci- 
dents and  the  monumental  accomplish- 
ments that  testify  to  the  main  theses  of 
this  tribute.  There  are  stories  of  good- 
ness and  stories  of  charity;  stories  about 
orphans  and  stories  about  widows; 
stories  about  soldiers  and  stories  about 
employes;  stories  about  prisoners  and 
stories  about  invalids;  stories  about 
families  and  stories  about  societies; 
stories  about  club's  and  stories  about  in- 
stitutions; stories  about  statesmen  and 
stories  about  internationalists — nay, 
there  is  no  field  of  human  need  or  endea- 
vor in  which  one  cannot  find  some  frag- 
rant flower,  some  lovely  plant,  that 
whispers  her  eternal  name — and  each 
tale  is  a gem,  and  each,  I hope,  will  be 
incorporated  in  the  biography  that 
should  be  written;  for  tears  of  undying 
gratitude  and  thankfulness  are  preserv- 
ed in  the  vessels  of  recollection  that  sur- 
round her  fame. 

Over  it  hangs  the  halo  of  a romantic 
life  that  sent  comfort  and  good  cheer 
into  thousands  upon  thousands  of  homes; 
that  rescued  families  beyond  number 
from  despair;  that  aroused  civic  con- 
sciousness and  the  sense  of  communal 
respons  bility  throughout  the  length  and 
breadth  of  our  Dominion;  that  taught  the 
ideals  of  leadership  to  multitudes  of 
women — yea,  and  of  men;  that  warmed 
the  dreary  halls  of  the  destitute  with 
true  friendshin  and  poured  its  abundant 
affections  upon  forgotten  veterans;  that, 
in  a word,  proclaimed  the  glory  of  God 
in  the  practice  of  human  brotherhood. 

Tier  devoted  husband,  who  shared  with 
her  in  inspiration  and  idealism,  surely 
needs  not  our  words  to  know  her  worth, 
for  that  is  engraved  upon  his  heart  in 
images  more  sacred  than  can  be  spoken; 
nor  do  her  loving  children  look  to  us  for 
the  portrait  of  a mother  whose  memory 
cannot  be  sketched  in  the  fond  terms 
they  were  privileged  to  command;  but  it 
is  my  duty,  when  speaking  of  her  who 
was  a priest  in  the  service  of  God  most 
high,  to  try  to  express  a thought  of  con- 
solation. And  clearly  the  thought  is  this: 
Lillian  Freiman  leaves  behind  her  a his- 
tory so  rich  in  divine  attributes  and  so 
pulsating  with  soft  humanity  that  her 
dear  ones  will  turn  its  pages  with  the 
everlasting  gratification  that  theirs  is 
the  honour,  and  theirs  the  privilege,  and 
theirs  the  distinction  of  having  been  flesh 
of  her  flesh,  and  blood  of  her  blood. 
Shining  through  the  heavy  darkness  of 
this  sod  loss  is  the  gentle,  steady  gleam 
of  a light  that  is  a Ner  Tamid  a perpe- 
tual lamp,  to  guide  stumbling  feet  on- 
ward and  upward  :nto  God’s  laughing 
prairies. 

Her  memory  is  for  a blessing! 


// 


Must  a Jew  Love  Jews 


<» 


The  sermon  topic  announced  by  Rabbi 
Fasman  for  the  opening  of  the  Friday 
Evening  Services  at  the  Cong.  Adath 
Jeshurun  this  coming  Friday  at  8.30  p.m. 
is  entitled  “Must  a Jew  Love  Jews?” 
At  the  same  time,  the  community  will 
be  pleased  to  learn,  Rev.  J.  Rabin  will 
introduce  a new  choir,  primarily  of 
Junior  voices,  to  help  in  rendering  the 
Hebrew  melodies. 

These  services  are  being  sponsored  by 
the  Vaad  Ha’Ir  and  are  intended  mainly 
for  the  younger  people.  Those  whose 
knowledge  of  Hebrew  is  weak  will  ap- 
preciate the  Responsive  Readings  in 
English,  upon  which  great  emphasis  will 
be  placed  this  season.  The  Rabbi  is  also 
planning  to  invite  several  out-of-town 
speakers  of  note  to  deliver  addresses  in 
the  course  of  the  winter.  He  announces 
imeanwhile  the  following  sermons  by 
himself: 

Nov.  22:  “Psycho’ogical  Quirks  of  Antise- 
mitism.” 

Nov.  29:  “Is  Jewish  Ritual  Logical?” 

Dec.  6:  “Is  the  Homeland  for  Judaism  or 
Only  for  Jews?” 


The  Book  Review  Fo  rum 

The  revitalized  Adath  Jeshurun  Sister- 
hood is  bringing  a valuable  cultural  pro- 
gram before  the  community  in  presenting 
The  Book  Review  Forum,  to  be  conduct- 
ed by  Rabbi  Oscar  Z.  Fasman. 

The  following  books  will  be  reviewed: 

“THE  MAGNIFICENT  ROTHSCHILDS” 
by  Cecil  Roth 
December  11,  1940 

“THE  WORLD  I KNEW” 
by  Lcuis  Golding 
January  8,  1941 

“AS  A DRIVEN  LEAF” 
by  Milton  Steinberg 
February  12,  1941 

“BY  THE  WATERS  OF  BABYLON 
by  Robert  Neumann 
March  19,  1941 

The  reviews  will  be  held  at  the  Cong. 
Adath  Jeshurun,  King  Edward  Avenue, 
at  8 15  p.m.  Season  tickets  are  available 
at  75c,  according  to  the  announcement 
of  Mrs.  I.  Zivian,  chairman. 


